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All things considered, this wasn't the worst plan Ashley had ever come up with. Ever since they'd killed their parents, she'd been able to convince Andrew into doing all sorts of things — sex in general, for one. Staying on the run for another.

There had been a time when Ashley hadn't been convinced they were both going to make it out of any of this together. A lot of it had been terror that Andrew was finally going to realize she was useless and not worth his effort and either kill her or leave her; something she couldn't even blame on him but never wanted to come to pass. The rest was, apparently, baseless paranoia that he wasn't in it for good.

Thankfully, she supposed, she'd trusted him back at their parent's new fancy house, and it had worked out. For once, Ashley was getting everything she wanted. Andrew's sole affections, his attention, and he seemed… happy.

Which had led them to where they were now — outside, in a public park, with her batting her eyelashes at him hoping he'd cave.

Public sex wasn't something she was necessarily into. Ashley honestly wasn't even convinced she'd enjoy sex with anyone other than her brother, if given the chance. Not that she ever would, but still. However, the idea itself was interesting.

It was already fun for her, to masquerade in public as her brother's girlfriend rather than siblings even before he'd accepted his feelings. Now that things between them had finally escalated to a point Ashley was pleased with, she figured this was the next logical step. Holding hands, kissing and general PDA, none of that in public was fun or exciting anymore. They did it all the time behind closed doors or not. Plus, it's not like anyone around them knew they were siblings — Ashley couldn't even remember the name of the town they were in.

So the next step up: sex in public. Things that got Andrew going seemed to always result in something better for her, anyway. Thus, she batted her eyelashes at Andrew and smiled in a way that was definitely bordering on cruel.

"Here? Really?" Andrew hissed, fingers gripping into her hips painfully.

The park was admittedly fairly busy. Ashley thought it might be a weekend, with how many kids were out and about. It was easy to lose track of the days lately. They weren't too far off from the playground, but were far enough off the main path that people couldn't really see them unless they were looking.

She snorted. "Who's gonna see us?" She asked, knowing full well that was exactly the point. "Come on, Andy. It'll be fun!"

He narrowed his eyes at the nickname, but didn't comment on it. Instead, he sighed heavily. "Committing crimes is not exactly my idea of fun," he said.

"Oh yeah? Could've fooled me these last few months." Ashley couldn't help but laugh a little. All they'd done for the last few months was commit crimes — incest was not exactly legal, after all, though she'd never cared about that. But even besides that, they'd both killed a few people, eaten them, and had continued to make ends meet from money they'd stolen from the people they'd killed.

At least Ashley was certainly having fun with all that.

Andrew pinched his thumb into her hips even harder at the joke. "Shut the fuck up," he said, with absolutely zero heat behind it. "The motel isn't even that far from here. Can't we just go back?"

While he might think he was convincing someone, Ashley wasn't fooled. She knew that pleading was really just a cover-up for what he really wanted — she could see the way his pupils had dilated, the way he was gripping into her so tightly she'd bruise. Since they'd finally fucked after that vision, Andrew had been insatiable. If Ashley even so much as hinted she wanted him, she quickly found herself in many positions she hadn't even known existed.

Thus her current plan. As usual, Ashley enjoyed seeing just how far she could push before she needed to back off. It was almost ritualistic, in its own way. She never knew when to be comfortable until she knew where the boundaries were. What boundaries she could break, which she couldn't, which might cause problems.

So she pouted. "The park's not even that crowded today," she lied, like a liar. "What's the harm, anyway? We're not staying here for much longer." As she spoke, she pushed herself into Andrew a bit more, crowding him between herself and the tree behind him.

Andrew's eyebrow twitched, but she knew she'd caught him. Hook, line, sinker. "You're the fucking worst," he said, flipping them around in an instant so he was pressing her into the tree.

Ashley laughed, delighted. "Oh, I know."

Without saying another word, her brother gave her a searing kiss. It was instantly hot and heavy; forcing her mouth open and pushing his tongue inside without waiting for her to adjust. This was her favorite part of riling up Andrew. He was always so aggressive with her, even now.

The bark of the tree dug into her back painfully, but she barely noticed it as he continued to explore her mouth. Her hands came up to grip into his arms, leaving crescent-shaped marks on his otherwise perfect skin. She loved marking him, like this. Bruises, bite marks, scratches — anything she could possibly leave behind to remind him that she was there. To show everyone in the world that they belonged to each other, and only each other.

Just like it was supposed to be.

Andrew's mouth moved from hers, biting hard at her neck. It seemed like he had the same idea she did. Unsurprising, Ashley thought, as her breathing got more shallow. It hurt, but she loved it. Loved him.

Without hesitation, Andrew moved off her just enough to get his hand up her shirt and under her bra. He pinched at her nipple, clearly wasting no time.

Ashley wasn't sure what kind of expression she was wearing, but it must've been something obnoxious based on the way Andrew scowled at her — even as he continued to play with her nipple, flicking it underneath her clothes. "We're not going slow, dumb ass," he hissed, annoyed. "I'm not getting caught just because you—"

"Me?" Ashley laughed lightly, barely breathing with how good just a small touch felt. "You're the one who can't keep it in his pants, Andy." She made sure to draw the nickname out, trying to keep the upper hand even as her body moved for any semblance of friction against him.

Andrew ripped his hand back from under her shirt. In one smooth motion, he flipped Ashley so she was now facing the tree. She turned around to continue teasing him, but all that came out was a squeak when he pushed her shorts down.

"Hey!" She whisper-shouted. "It's fucking cold!"

Andrew rolled his eyes. "Get over it," he said, taking his dick out from the confines of his jeans. "You asked for this, remember? Christ."

For the cruelty of the words, his voice was soft, and there was a hint of a smile playing on his lips. They'd known each other all their lives, of course, but over the last few months he'd gotten to be so expressive with her. Ashley wasn't one for change, but this was… nice.

Still, she was a brat, and he was certainly expecting her to play the part. So she made a big show of putting a hand up to her ear, as if listening for something. There hadn't been any signs of people coming any closer, or anything hinting that someone had seen them, but of course, she liked to make his life difficult. It was truly one of her favorite pastimes.

"Sorry, what were you saying? I was distracted by the people walking—"

Andrew pushed a finger inside of her with no preamble, effectively shutting her up. "Sorry, what were you saying?" He mocked, curling his middle finger into her, making her hiss in pleasure. Even still, the thumb on his free hand rubbed soothing circles into her hip bone, trying to help her relax from the sudden intrusion.

Before she could even think of a way to respond, he pushed a second finger inside of her. She had already been a bit wet from the way he'd been kissing her not that long ago, but she was positive she'd be dripping onto his hand soon enough. Somehow, Andrew always knew exactly what buttons to push, what he could do to drive her most insane. It was simultaneously an art and incredibly frustrating.

As he pumped his fingers inside of her, Ashley heard his breathing getting more and more ragged. Despite the fact that they were outside, right out in the open — someone really could walk from the park and stumble right on them — everything that wasn't her brother was quickly fading from her perspective.

"Fuck, Ashley," Andrew said, right into her ear. "You're really going to kill me."

Ashley tried to laugh, but all that came out was a breathy moan. "H-hurry up," she said, wiggling her hips a bit. "We really don't have much time." She was sure, later on when they were back at the seedy motel they'd been using for the last few days, he'd make fun of her for it. For egging him on and then being the one to try and remind him of the consequences, but that was fine. It was worth it for her brother's cock.

Thankfully, Andrew didn't need to be told twice. It took no time at all for him to line his cock up to where his fingers just were, teasing her cunt for a moment. No matter how many times they'd done this, she really couldn't believe just how good sex could feel when it was with him. How much she craved it, looked forward to it.

She hated begging, so she wouldn't, but fuck did she hate waiting for him. He was such a tease.

Right when she was finally getting to her breaking point, Andrew pushed himself in until he was all the way inside of her. Ashley pushed her ass backward even though there wasn't anywhere else for her to go, only because she wanted him to move. Both his hands gripped her hips tightly now; her arms up near her chest against the tree to keep her on her feet. It wasn't the most comfortable position they'd ever done, but every time she heard a screech from the playground nearby, excitement shot up her spine.

Andrew began thrusting slowly, lightly dragging his cock inside of her. Despite the slow pace, the friction and fullness felt amazing inside of her. Ashley's fingernails dug into her palms. He tried to keep her steady; holding her hips tightly in place as he moved at the pace he wanted.

Of course, that was never going to last. It only took a few breathy whines from her to get him slamming into her. Their skin slapping against each other was somewhat muffled by their clothes, but Ashley felt like it was still the loudest thing in the little private corner they'd carved for themselves.

He made sure his cock reached every part of her cunt. Pushing himself as deep as he could go, causing her to get pushed painfully into the rough bark of the tree. He held her completely rigid, forcing her to take whatever he gave her.

There was no way she was going to last, and they both knew it. Ashley's breathy moans quickly became babbled nonsense, telling him anything and everything so she could come. Andrew, devil that he was, started to change pace on her. Speeding up and then slowing down, just to force her to her breaking point.

She barely realized what she was doing as she slammed her fist into the tree, breathless as she finally came. Her cunt squeezed hard onto his cock, hoping it would bring him to his peak with her. Andrew kept going harshly for a moment, before he finally spilled himself into her. Ashley could feel some of it drip down her thigh, and it took everything in her not to drag her fingers through it and shove them into her mouth.

He'd like that too much, though. She couldn't give him that much satisfaction yet.

Slumping against her, Andrew sighed loudly in her ear. "Fuck you," he said, almost laughing. "I can't fuckin' believe you made me do that."

Though Ashley rolled her eyes, she still brought up a hand to blindly reach behind her and pat whatever part of him she ended up on. Maybe his arm. "I didn't make you do anything," she reminded him with a smug smile. "You just can't resist your little sister, hm?"

Andrew flicked her hip, but made no move to pull out of her despite growing soft. "Yeah, something like that."